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Tho’ the wind fretteth the wave in its pride 
What tho’ the storm hath encompassed the sea? 
Clasping her treasure, oh what careth she! 
Row thy boat lightly (Sc. 


3 

How the bark dashes from mountain to vale, 
Toss’d like a feather, the sport of the gale 

Now it is riven!_Together they go 

To the still depths of the (caverns below!) 
Row thy boat lightly &c. 


^ Sing the small notes to these two words. 
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